ADAM DJOK! ADAM BAR?
Midi Id-haut, midi sans mouvment,
En soi se pense et conoient d soi-mfaw.*
Once two o'clock was past, we began to come alive again,
for since they had not given way we could make a contract
with our legs for another few hours.
One morning about half-past five, as we were preparing
to start, it proved to be impossible to catch the filly to saddle
her. At first this was a most welcome distraction. However,
she followed the camels, though, in spite of all our efforts to
surround her, she kept out of reach. Assa Khan very kindly
ofiered me his camel and I tried to throw the lasso over the
horse's head. I think I may assert without boasting that if
I had a week's practice I should certainly have been able to
manage it. ... To make a long story short, the game had
quite ceased to be amusing when, after seven hours of effort,
coming to a low cliff, we managed, with the help of a long
rope, to bar the road to the little wretch. And I promise you
Gynara got the thrashing she deserved.
Other surprises were in store for us that day. The plateau
which we had tramped since morning scarcely seemed to
have a ripple, let alone a hill, rising on its surface, but there,
flowing westwards, was one of the thin streams that constitute
the sources of the Cherchen Darya. Without realizing it, we
had left the Guldja valley which faces east and were now at
the edge of the immense Tarim Basin, which is Turkestan.
Assa Khan was contemptuous of the little stream that
scarcely appeared before it was lost again in the gravel, and
he promised us something much better. That was about
two o'clock. ... At six o'clock we were still on the march.
Lashed by an icy wind, I held on to the slight shelter pro-
vided by the camel's load. One of our boxes, an old petrol-
* High noon, motionless noon,
In itself *T"Tilfg itself and is in accord with itself.
(PauIValdry.)
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